Gustave Flaubert Letters

don't think I am destined to grow very old; I must lose no time
in loving!

Yes, you are right, it is that that sustains me. This hypo-
critical fit has a rough disillusionment in store for it, and one
will lose nothing by waiting. On the contrary, one will gain.
You will see that, you who are old though still quite young.
You are my son's age. You will laugh together when you see
this heap of rubbish collapse.

You must not be a Norman, you must come and see us for
several days, you will make us happy; and it will restore the
blood in my veins and the joy in my heart.

Love your old troubadour always and talk to him of Paris;
a few words when you have the time.

Outline a scene for Nohant with four or five characters, we
shall enjoy it. We embrace you and summon you.

G. Sand

LXIII.    To GTJSTAVE FLAUBEET, AT CEOISSET

Nohant, 18 August, 1867

Where are you, my dear old fellow? If by chance you should
be in Paris, during the first few days of September, let us try
to see each other. I shall stay there three days and I shall
return here. But I do not hope to meet you there. You ought
to be in some lovely country, far from Paris and from its dust.
I do not know even if my letter will reach you. Never mind, if
you can give news of yourself, do so. I am in despair. I have
lost suddenly, without even knowing that he was ill, my poor
dear, old friend, Rollinat, an angel of goodness, of courage, of
devotion. It is a heavy blow for me. If you were here you
would give me courage; but my poor children are as over-
whelmed as I am. We adored him, all the countryside adored
him.
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